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CHAPTER l- Goodbye Genoa. 


Author's Notes: 
My grammar might seem awful and | am extremely sorry. 
Forgive me, for | am Italian. 


| hope someone likes this. 


The year was 970 and the Italian city of Genoa was flourishing with employment and general wellbeing. 


A I5 year old girl was laughing with her friends while sitting at the dirty table of an old café next to her high 
school. They went there quite often after lessons or during boring afternoons. The girls were listening to the 
beautiful music that was coming from the jukebox in the corner of the room. One of them stood up and 
directed herself towards the machine, she slipped a coin in and selected one of her favourite songs, "All day 


and all night" by the Kinks. She ran back to her seat and kept on having fun. 


That young lady was Ester Fresi. When she was with her friends she acted like a completely different person, 
showing her happiest side. Only her closest friends knew what was going on in her life. Her family started 
having problems 5 years prior, in 1965, when her aunt died because of cancer. Her husband passed a while 
later for the same reason. This caused the whole family to start crumbling apart. One of Ester's mum's 
sisters took her own life, another one simply left and the girl and her parents ended up being alone, with 
nobody they could lean onto, since her dad was orphan and hated his brothers wholeheartedly. 

The Fresis descended from immigrants, they came from the south, northern Italian society never really 
treated them well while they were growing up and they didn't have close friends. Even if they did have some 
they wouldn't have been reliable | any kind of way. 

Ester's mom, Mattea, was a teacher, and her dad, Vincenzo, was an underpaid metalworker, meaning that they 
had some money in the bank but they didn't really dive in gold. They were told by some people they used to 
know that in London immigrants lived quite well because there were large communities of people from all 
around the world The couple had nothing to lose, even if poor Ester knew she was going to miss her friends a 
lot. Nevertheless, she couldn't stand the way everything felt. She always remembered about her loved ones, 
the sunny, beautiful city became her worst nightmare. She had hurtful memories in every corner of the town, 
and she couldn't stand it anymore. 


The decision was taken: they were emigrating to London that summer. 


It was hard for Ester to let that sink in at first, but she was aware that it was the best decision for her and 
her parents. Her fantastic English teacher at school started giving her extra lessons, so that she could be able 
to talk a lot more with people. 

The year went on without any big surprises. She told her friends she was going to move as soon as she could 
so that it would be easier for them to get detached from her, and when summer came, the family finally 
went to London. Her parents didn't have much money, but they could afford a little apartment in South London, 
After a couple of months, they finally moved in completely. Ester was quite happy to be in a new different 
place, it was never hard for her to make friends and she was sure that she was going to make amazing 


memories in London 


CHAPTER Il- Neighbours 


Ester was ecstatic about her new house. She didn't have her own bedroom in her old one, but they had the 
chance to afford an extra room this time and even if it was very small, the girl tried her best to use the 
space well and make it as pretty and aesthetically pleasing as she could She hung up her posters and put her 
guitar next to a chair she had in the corner. She had been playing guitar for a couple of years but she was 
never able to afford a new one. Because of that she still used her great uncle's semi acoustic Gibson, she was 


ok with that and she loved it anyway. 


It was a warm day of august. London's weather wasn't as hot as Italy's, but Ester liked it that way. She hated 
sweating and very hot climate. That morning, after she had breakfast, her mother asked her to go and 
introduce herself to the neighbours, since she was the member of the family that spoke the best English, and 
she was ok with that. Ester took a fresh shower and got ready for the day. She put on a white blouse with 
large sleeves and a pair of baggy high waisted jeans. She let her reddish brown hair flow on her shoulders, put 
on her sneakers and her glasses, then headed out. She didn't really like bothering people, but since her mum 
asked her to be a good neighbour, she went to the flats that were the closest to hers. 

The first door she tackled was the one of the apartment on the other side of her own. she knocked three 
times and waited patiently; after a little while, a woman with blonde hair and tired eyes opened the door. "Good 
morning sweetheart, do you need anything?", she asked with a thick accent. Her voice sounded very sweet. 
Behind her, Ester could hear a boy and a girl fighting over something, she assumed it was a couple of siblings. 
Sure, she was an only child but many of her friends in Italy had siblings and they bickered a lot. Anyway, Ester 
answered, "Good morning miss! Sorry if | bother you, but me and my parents just moved here from Italy and 
since I'm the one with the firmest grasp on the English language, they sent me to the neighbours as a 
representative!" she said giggling. The woman let her in and offered her some tea, but the girl politely declined. 
The two siblings she heard fighting before stopped a second what they were doing because of their curiosity. 
One of them was a young boy, probably around the age of IO, with spiky brown hair and brown eyes. Like 
every other boy his age, he was full of scratches and bruises from the steamy football matches and fights 
he had with his friends. The other one was a teen girl, probably around Ester's age, and she, too, had brown 
hair and brown eyes, but her hair was very long. Her outfit was very similar to Ester's, but her blouse wasn't 
white: it was light pink and it had little leaves and roses printed on it. They introduced themselves, their names 
were Giulia and Simone... not very English names. Why? Well, they were Italian immigrants too! Ester found it 
relieving, because at least she wouldn't feel so left out and her parents would have the chance to talk to 
somebody from the beginning. 

After half an hour, Ester excused herself, saying that she had other neighbours to visit. She picked the 
apartment in front of hers. She crossed the floor and went to the door, then knocked. She was welcomed by a 
friendly looking aged woman, "Hi darling! What brings you here?", she asked kindly, and Ester answered the same 
thing she told Giulia's mom, saying that she was going around and introducing herself to the neighbours. The 
kind lady invited her to come in and offered her a cup of tea in one of the sweetest tones she had ever heard 
and the girl felt like she couldn't decline such politeness. They sat on the couch drinking tea and talking about 
bits and bobs for hours and hours, but their conversation was interrupted by a young boy walking in. Ester 
wasn't surprised, the lady, who's name was Stella, told her that she lived with her grandson. He was the same 
age as Ester, fifteen, and his name was Mick When he walked in he saw the stranger that was sitting on the 


couch and was kind of startled at first, because he never saw her around She had reddish brown hair that 
was a little longer than shoulder length, she had very pale skin but her cheeks and nose were red, probably 
because she got exposed to the sun for too long. She wore a pair of round glasses that shaped her face well 
and she had a necklace that instantly caught the boy's attention, a guitar pick. Ester got up, she was used to 
do that whenever she was introduced to somebody new. "Hil You must be Mick My name's Ester, I'm the new 
neighbour", she said, while holding her hand out for him to shake. He was kind of hesitant at first but, what 
could you expect? He was a pale, skinny white boy that basically never talked to a girl before and that spent 
his time smoking and playing guitar in his room, he didn't really know what to do in that situation. Ester was 
just there, waiting with her hand sticking out, and she was about to let it down, when that quirky skeleton- 
looking, extremely tall boy shook it vigorously for a good ten seconds, creating a very funny picture, that made 
both Ester and Stella giggle. Mick didn't enjoy it as much, and they could tell by the fact that he was looking a 
little flustered and he was very grumpy. Nevertheless, he started chit chatting with them as the time went 
on. When the clock on the wall announced that it was lunch time, Stella and Mick invited Ester over to eat. The 
girl really wanted to, but had to decline, since she promised her parents she would help with groceries and 
such. She went back to her flat and updated her mom and her dad about the neighbours, telling them about 
the other Italian family and about Stella and Mick. 


